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Summary: 


This is incredibly self indulgent because I've always, always 
loved Piers the most, and the song Ruins of Lemuria was the 
first one in a videogame that made me cry. I've had it on 
repeat for hours as | wrote this. 


So | wanted to give my beloved Mercury adept some love 
(and | hope if he ever returns, he does it with his amazing 
hair and no mustache or beard, because / swear to god aqui 
va a haber hostias como tenga que agarrar la gillette-) 


you're not alone 


Author's Note: 


This is incredibly self indulgent because I've always, 
always loved Piers the most, and the song Ruins of 
Lemuria was the first one in a videogame that made me 
cry. I've had it on repeat for hours as | wrote this. 


So | wanted to give my beloved Mercury adept some 
love (and | hope if he ever returns, he does it with his 
amazing hair and no mustache or beard, because / 
swear to god aqui va a haber hostias como tenga que 
agarrar la gillette-) 


Y ou don't know what you have until it's gone. 


Piers usually rolled his eyes at the saying. They were 
Lemurians: time had no meaning for them, and if someone 
thought of it in a moment of self-reflection, it still held very 
little meaning to them. 


So when he had to leave for a short while under King Hydros' 
command to check what was wrong with the world, he 
thought little of it, proudly sailing away while thinking he'd 
be back before he knew it. 


Then Poseidon awoke, the seas raged on and Piers' world 
turned upside down. 


Piers wouldn't forget that night: he'd made camp to rest on 
the way back to his ship with his orb safely returned and the 
strange party he had met (strange, yes, but they had helped 
him... so maybe they were not so bad, right?) 


It wasn't his turn to check over the fire, but he still insisted; 
there was a feeling of restlessness growing in his body so he 
couldn't sleep anyway. Jenna and Sheba were too tired to 
put up a fight, even as stubborn as they were about his 
wellbeing as if they'd been friends for years, so the girls left 
him near the fire before promptly collapsing on their 
makeshift beds. Felix just stared at him for a moment longer 
before hesitantly patting his shoulder, putting his cape over 
his sister and friend and going to sleep to his own spot.. 


Seeing Felix taking care of Jenna made him remember his 
own family... his gut told him that something was horribly 
wrong. 


Thinking back at it now, as he stares down at the clumsily 
carved stone, he tells himself he should've known the 
moment he felt it. 


The moment his mother drew her last breath. 


The uneasiness never truly went away as they continued 
onwards to his ship. 


Piers isn't familiar with loss. He'd never known his father, 
after all. And it didn't help that people lasted a few 
centuries. 


He couldn't mourn someone he'd never met. 


There's a tightness in his throat as he looks at the 
tombstone with his mother's name on it, but Piers doesn't 
know what to do with it: the sight urges him to scream, to 
break it, to tear out something, anything, and throw it away 
to the sea and to just lay down and cry until he's out of tears 
and passes out of exhaustion, all at the same time. It's 


pulling him in so many directions, he doesn't know what to 
do. 


His body can't seem to respond to him no matter what, 
anyways. 


Piers doesn't scream, he doesn't break anything, he doesn't 
rip the lovingly planted flowers off their roots and throws 
them away. 


The man just falls to his knees and stares at the tombstone, 
reading her name over and over in his mind because he 
feels if he so much as makes a noise, he'll break down into 
pieces. 


You'll never hear her voice again. She'll never hold you 
again. You don't even remember what was the last thing she 
told you before you left, busy preparing for your journey 
outside... 


you never said goodbye 
| couldn't-I couldn't 
this is not fair, it's not fair! 


That stray, traitorous thought crosses his mind and it's all it 
takes for his heart to break, gripping the stone until his 
knuckles go white and it his throat hurts as he gasps the 
cold air between sobs. 


But the pain in his chest doesn't go away, no matter how 
hard he tries to hold on, no matter how many tears fall, no 
matter how many times he asks for a reason to the empty 
fog around him. 


"Why, mother... why have you left me all alone?" 


The fog feels cold down to his very bones. Nothing replies. 
It makes it worse. 


He doesn't know for how long he sits there, staring without 
seeing. His body aches, his head hurts, he can't see straight 
and he's sure his voice is raspy, but Piers can't bring himself 
to leave. 


He feels the weight of a gloved hand on his shoulder and a 
rustling at his side before he registers a green figure 
kneeling beside him, silently asking for permission. 


Felix was never a man of many words, at least for as long as 
he'd known the Venus adept, and Piers is now thankful for 
that. 


There's a sniffle and a nod, then Felix sits down, silently 
staring ahead. Piers doesn't have to use Mind Read to know 
Felix is waiting for whenever he feels ready to talk. 


So he does. 


"She..." Piers starts, but stops to swallow. Even his own voice 
sounds weird to his ears, "she once taught me all types of 
edible flowers we had in the garden. It was a strange 
experience, but I never forgot." 


Felix nods before looking away again. 


“Another time, she taught me to braid her hair... but | can't 
do it to myself," Piers smiles weakly as he pulls a strand of 
his own hair, looking at it. His mother had shared his same 
Shade of blue. "I should've asked her to do it before | left, 
huh..." 


A pause. His chest begins to hurt again and he can't stop it - 


"I wish | had said goodbye, at least. What kind of son am |?" 


"It's not your fault," he almost jumps in surprise at Felix's 
voice, "you couldn't have known, Piers. Whatever you've 
done, you've done it as best as you knew at the time. I'm 
sure she knows." 


Then, his friend places his gloved hand on his shoulder 
again, and Piers is grateful for the weight that feels like is 
keeping him together, if only for a bit. 


"| don't know much about you two, but if it's like how | feel 
about my family then... If you remember how much she 
loved you, I'm sure you know she'd forgive you." 


"What would you do, if you lost Jenna?" Piers suddenly asks. 
He doesn't know why he's doing it, and it's too late to stop it 
when he realizes what he's said, but before he can take it 
back and scold himself, Felix's expression turns sour. 


"I'd burn the world, probably, if | don't burn myself in the 
process." 


Oh. 
But Felix, strangely, smiles after that. 


"But | know Jenna would haunt me until | behaved and give 
me the yelling of a century if | didn't live on. Also, if 
anything happened to Jenna under my care, Isaac would 
have my head." 


That makes Piers snicker. He appreciates his friend's attempt 
to make him laugh, but he feels he's not ready yet to talk 
more. 


So he just waits, staring at the stone once more, his throat 
closing up again before his friend gives him a squeeze on his 
shoulder, getting up to leave. 


"You're not alone, Piers. You're like our family now, even if it 
doesn't feel like that for you. Don't forget that. We'll be 
waiting for you, whenever you're ready." 


Piers doesn't realize it until a few hours later of him sitting 
there that Felix had left Echo to keep him silent company, 
although Piers thinks he'd rather have his friend nearby, but 
he probably left him space out of respect. The djinn sits on 
his lap, making soft peeping noises that slowly help him feel 
more at ease as he pets the tiny troublemaker. 


"| wish you'd met them, mother. | think... | think you 
would've liked my new companions." 


Echo nods against his hand and Piers swallows a chuckle. 
The feeling of being drained is taking its weight on him, but 
the numbness is more welcomed than the torrent of 
emotions he'd had to deal with before. 


He'd always love her. He'd always miss her. 


"I think it will take a while for it to sink... but I'll be alright. | 
still have a family." 


He trusted Felix on that one. 


Because I'm not alone. 


Author's Note: 


It never truly goes away, but it heals little by little. 


Also | did say I'd give Piers love but our definition of love 
as writers can be, uh... tricky. And | love angst and that 
title is a ref to ffix. 


I'm not completely satisfied but | wasn't planning to 
write this in the first place, and Felix popped in and | 
just let him in, like the idiot that | am. 


